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cowards' caution and mean strategies. But true profligacy and
vice demands a hideous sort of courage which cares nothing
about social taboos. Florence was floundering in deep waters.
All the same, I would try my luck.
Percy came back into the study. He was holding one of my
collars in his hand, and grumbling. It was too small for him, he
said. He asked for half-a-glass of salad-oil which, according to
him, is a sovereign cure for a hang-over. Then he stretched him-
self out on the divan where, such a short time ago, I had been
pummelling him, saying that he would take a short nap to get
himself into better shape. Only a few seconds elapsed before the
disgusting creature was snoring. In the half-light his dissipated
face looked emaciated, as though worn thin by spiritual tor-
ment. In sleep, perhaps, his vices crept away, for now, on those
relaxed features, no trace of them remained. As happens when
one rubs a coin clean, the effigy emerges clear and bright, so did
his youth show suddenly fresh and unsullied. I was reminded of
that now so distant afternoon when Florence and I had watched
the sleeping Augustin whom already I was betraying.